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' AnAnſwer to Titus Tell-troth, 


Tothe Tune of, Hail 9 the Mirtle Shades. 


+ TaJ 
Ailto the Deviland Pope. | 
k& 1 To Leftraxge and thereft of the Town, 
0 


Tothe Tories who vainly do ho 
To ſee Proteſtants tumbling down; 
To Leftrange who has cover'd the Plat 
As much as a Kxzve could do, 

All hail to that - Scribling Sox, 

| Whodoth to the Romans bow: 


| 2] 
Hail to the Protefln Nat, 
zAnd hail to his Fulſome Dame, 
il to that Popiſb Brat | 
JT hat beſpatters our Church's fame. 
JHail to that Xzave in grain, 
I That never did good in his life, 
All hail to that Murtherous Cazz, 


Who with Godfrey's Ghoſt is at ſtrife. 
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Theſe Villains as T itus deſpiſe, 

] They make him the bane of the Town, 

| They are broaching ten thouſand lyes 

] *Bout his Salamancha Gowns; 

] They Curſe him for ſaying the Land, 

| And are plotting his fame to deſtroy, 

| Till Fack Kerrh takes ſuch Raſcalsin hand 
Our peace we ſhall never enjoy. © | 


| Oh! pity it ſhould be ſo: ©: 
By abuſing of Thee we may kn : ; 


; C51 | 
Oh Titss how have we abus'd 
Thy kindgelſs and love to this Land? 
Our ſafety how have we refus'd? 
How naked and bare do we.ſtand? 


| We give way to the Plotters apace 


Thoſe that fave us we go to deſtroy, 
Oh! where is our wiſdom and grace: 


How can we our comfort enjoy? 


[£6] 
Titus the light-of the Town 
They call Thee,(and well they may) 
But Banks that PapiſticeaZ Clown 
Calls Thee ſoin a 5 en way; 
He calls Thee, the ſcorn of the Gor 


'What catle do thither reſo 


E7J 
It galls them toth'” heart we perceive 
That againſt any Popi/ſb Lord 


| | Our Nobles ſhould T res believe, - 
) They art that he was not abhor'd. 
y R 


They tret becauſe Stefford did die, 
And that Shaftsbury yet is alive, 

See where their Religion doth lie 
Cramm'd up in a Popiſb Bee-hive. 


They call him a hed of a Loom - Titss did ſwear a fot BE 

They call him an Orthodox beaft | inſt ſome that he never ſaw, 

| They Stile-bim the Curle and the Doom What man has the brazen face 
Of the Lay-man as well as the Prieft, To ſay he T | the Law? 
Both Py and Presbyter too; *' © King, Council and Parliament, all 
Oh how do theſe lyes agree? | Believ'd himwe plainly { | oy 
Sweet Nat Þle be judged by you, Thoſe that do not I with they may fall © 
Unfold me this M:fery. By a Rope from the Triple Tree. | 
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